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ERNEST HEMINGWAY'S DEATH IN VENICE*) 
Isao U emichi 
Thomas Mann and Ernest Hemingway make an odd combination. There 
appears to be no relation or resemblance between the writers. Mann is 
considered as a novelist of ideas; Hemingway as a novelist of physical 
courage. 
In Literature for Man's Sake D.J. Enright indicates that 'though it has 
never made itself articulate, the basic objection to Thomas Mann's work is 
probably that the ideas are too many, the attitudes too diverse, the express-
ed opinions too argumentatively presented. ' This passage seems, to me, 
to imply in effect that, as the title of his essay says, Mann is a novelist of 
ideas. But fortunately I have learnt that many other critics of Thomas 
Mann--the German, English, American and Japanese do not seem to 
disagree with him on the whole, though their opinions sometimes differ in 
details. Charles Neider, for instance, says in «Thomas Mann)) (Denys 
Baker, ed., Writers of To•day) that 'while in the profoundest sense Mann's 
main intention may be to write autobiography, his burgher-artistic con-
science prompts him to give first consideration to story, second to idea and 
*) All the quotations in this essay from Death in Venice are derived from Ken-
neth Burke's translation in Modem Library's Great German Short Novels and 
Stories which, I think. is the best English version of Death in Venice. -I. U. 
* * * Although issued separately, this essay is originally written as the second part 
of my study coneming- Across the River and Into the Trees, which is consisted 
of three parts. On the occasion for reading the essay, therefore, it will be 
preferable, to refer to the other parts of my study, «:Across the River and Into 
the Trees: Re-consideration)) and «In Quest of Fatherland)). 
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only last to autobiography.' It is quite natural that the novelist should pay 
first consideration to story. In Aspects of the Novel E.M. Forster, estima-
ting the importance of the story highly, asserts that • we shall all agree that 
the fundamental aspect of the novel is its story-telling aspect ... That is the 
fundamental aspect without which it [the novel] could not exist. That is 
the highest factor common to all novels. ' What Charles Neider means to 
point out is, therefore, that, through E.M. Forster's reasoning, Mann is so 
deeply concerned with ideas-that he is a novelist of ideas. 
Meanwhile Hemingway can be considered as a novelist of physical courage. 
This judgement is maintained by many critics. One of the best, Edmund 
Wilson, says in ((The Gauge of Morale)) (John McCaffery, ed., Ernest Heming-
way: The Man and His Work) that' with Hemingway courage and strength 
are always thought of in physical terms. ' In fact, somehow to our amase-
ment, the novelist esteems too highly those people who, like soldiers or 
bullfighters, grapple with violence, killing and death--those who, even 
though defeated, show their physical courage sufficiently. But this does not 
prove that Hemingway is concerned only with physical courage. Acknow-
ledging on the one hand that he is a novelist of physical courage, many · 
critics, including me, feel dissatisfied with the treatment of the writer as 
merely a writer of physical courage and are inclined to believe that, though 
he describes much of physical courage, his final victory is a moral one, as 
Robert Warren also maintains in ((Ernest Hemingway)) (John Aldridge, sel., 
Critiques and Essays on Modern Fiction). These dualistic qualities of 
Hemingway are given an account of by Edmund Wilson in ((The Gauge of 
Morale)) as follows: ' Hemingway has expressed with genius the terrors of the 
modern man at the danger of losing control of his world, and he has also, within 
his scope, provided his own kind of antidote. This antidote, paradoxically, 
is almost entirely moral. Despite Hemingway's preoccupation with physical 
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contests, his heroes are almost always defeated physically, nervously, 
practically: their victories are moral ones.' Edmund Wilson does not deny, 
however, that the writer is preoccupied with" physical contests". 'It is,' he 
acknowledges, 'usually some principle of courage of honor, of pity--that 
is, some principle of sportsmanship in its largest human sense--upon which 
the drama hinges. ' Delmore Schwartz (in((Eruest Hemingway's Literary 
Situa-tion») and James Farrell (in((The Sun Also Rises))) also indicate in 
Ernest Hemingway: The Man and His Work that Hemingway's concern 
with physical courage is a major factor revealing his limitation as a writer: 
he is confined to "sensation " rather than a more complex human experience. 
Although his final concern is with moral achievement as writers in general 
are concerned with it, one can say in sum that Hemingway is a novelist 
of, or more strictly a writer who deals willingly with physical courage. 
That Hemingway's literary works of art have more to do with physical 
courage than with a more complex human experience suggests that Hemingway, 
as novelist, is quite different from Mann. Although, therefore, the combination 
made by these novelists is so strange that it seems in itself absurd, I have 
nevertheless come across some studies of the combination, the studies 
where specially Der Tod in V enedig (Death in Venice) and Across the 
River and Into the Trees (Uber den Fluss und In die Walder) are 
comparatively studied. And in so far as these works are concerned, they 
have much in common. 
But it is impertinent to form a hasty conclusion that because they have 
much semblance, Across the River and Into the Trees is modelled after 
Death in Venice. In Ernest Hemingway: The Writer as Artist Carlos Baker 
reports very precisely how Across the River and Into the Trees came to be 
composed. According to his report, 'on location in Venice during the winter 
of . 1949-1950, Hemingway completed the revision, chiefly by means of 
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extensive cutting', on account of his serious illness which had been caused 
by a bad infection in one eye; but 'in order to complete Across the River 
and Into the Trees he had interrupted work on a novel of considerably 
greater size and scope'. This report seems to suggest that Hemingway 
might be given an opportunity for writing an entirely new novel. Although 
he had been unfamiliar with the theme, in taking the best use of the op-
portunity, he was supposed to struggle against his serious illness, to write a 
novel in which he would develop a new field of his art. As a consequence, 
as asserted by the French critics, Across the River and In to the Trees turned 
out to be a novel of a unique character. Yet still one cannot deny that the 
semblance between the stories may result from an innocent coincidence. 
As mentioned by Carlos Baker in the same book, nevertheless, Hemingway 
had not disregarded Thomas Mann. In the list in which the sixteen titles 
in fiction that he could read "with a sense of personal participation" 
Hemingway took up Mann's The Buddenbrooks as " the sole German entry. " 
(For details see Carlos Baker's Ernest Hemingway: The Writer as Artist, 
p. 175.) This fact does deny not only Hemingway's indifference to Mann 
but also, most probably, his ignorance of Death in Venice, one of the best 
and most celebrated stories of the writer as well as of contemporary world 
literature. Still more, it suggests, to me, Hemingway's extraordinary interest 
in and attachment for Thomas Mann. Provided that Hamingway thus 
respected and loved Mann so much, it is assumed that Hemingway might be 
influenced by Mann and that in one of his works, he dared, rather unpre-
tentiously or unconsciously, to take up a work by Mann for reference. 
Especialy when he wrote Across the River and Into the Trees, he was at the 
crucial moment in many respects. In struggle with the new theme, he was 
presumably in an agony, There is no wonder that in such an adverse situation 
the novelist should have called to mind the production by the one to whom he 
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had devoted himself. In addition, as acknowledged by many critics, 
Hemingway has a talent for parody. As for the talent, Philip Young says 
in Ernest Hemingway that though it may be counted fortunate that the book 
has been almost completely forgotten, chronologically the burlesque, The 
Torrents of Spring, was the first novel Hemingway had ever written and 
published, the travesty of Sherwood Anderson and, to the lesser degree, of 
Gertrude Stein. Furthermore, Thomas Mann was once in America, having 
fled from his native land. Although I do not think that this is the main 
reason, he is one· of the modern German novelists who has been most widely 
read and known in the English-speaking world. Hemingway is the writer 
who, on the other hand, lived long in Europe and, according to Carlos 
Baker's report, who, when young in Europe, contributed to a German 
magazine Der Querschnitt--the writer who is supposed to have good know-
ledge of European literature. Although Hemingway seems neither to have 
mentioned nor praised Death in Venice publicly, yet under these circum-
stances it is probable that Hemingway may be related to and influenced by 
Mann in the work where Mann's mark is most conspicuous and reaches its 
culmination--namely, in Across the River and Into the Trees. 
But Death in Venice and Across the River and Into the Trees are different, 
as two literary works of art must be different. As regards Death in Venice 
and Across the River and Into the Trees, nevertheless, the difference can 
be attributed in the main to that between the novelists. It is frequently 
said that Mann wrote Death in Venice to give his early conclusion to " the 
opposition of spirit to life", the opposition between Kunstlertum and 
Burgertum, which Henry Hatfield asserts in Thomas Mann as the most 
fundamental aspect of the theme of the "polar opposites". Charles Neider 
puts that Mann openly spoke it, since the success of The Buddenbrooks and 
Tonio Kroger, in terms of the artist and that it must be understood as the 
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consequence of his ' sadistic pleasure in projecting what he considered to 
be the artist's spiritual deformities on to his characters in the form of 
physical ones. ' But in Across the River and Into the Trees Hemingway 
puts forth neither the conclusion of "burgher-artistic conscience" with 
which throughout his career he does not deal, nor should the novel be 
understood in sequence of the books of the author. Rather, Across the River 
and Into the Trees is, I am of the opinion, the book which, as the French 
critics have insisted, is different from the rest of Hemingway's work, both 
in theme and style, and must be appreciated and valuated in dissociation 
from the other novels of the writer. Across the River and Into the Trees 
is, therefore, different in its intent from Death in Venice and the difference 
can be considered as derived from that between the novelists. 
The only problem that may be raised here and needs to be solved will 
be that, if Across the River and Into the Trees is different from the rest 
of Hemingway's work, it does not make sense to discuss Mann and Heming-
way in comparison, especially regarding Hemingway as the novelist of 
"physical courage", though that may make the comparative study between 
the stories less absurd and strange. One must remember, however, that 
though a "digressive novel," Across the River and Into the Trees still 
retains much of the author's characteristics. In the novel, actually, one comes 
upon many episodes of valour told by the Colonel and his companions, 
enfeebled indeed as they may be. In addition, as indicated by the comparison 
above made, the difference between the novelists is also represented in the 
novels as the difference, despite a great deal of semblance. Moreover, 
Hemingway is most famous, read and significant, on the one hand, as the 
novelist of "physical caurage" and, no the other, though he respects and 
loves Mann, he has failed to write the novels of any other sorts more 
successfully than those where violence and physical courage are treated, 
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(even though, according to the French critics, in Across the River and Into 
the Trees he doubted the violence for the first time in his life). When he is 
studied comparatively with other novelists, accordingly, it is as the novelist 
of physical courage that Hemingway must be studied. To compare Across 
the River and Into the Trees with Death in Venice means, therefore, to 
compare Hemingway as the novelist of physical courage with Mann as the 
novelist of of ideas, along with the primary comparison of the stories. 
In the present essay, it is my primary intention to scrutinise the resemblance 
between the stories and the relation of Death in Venice to Across the 
River and Into the Trees. For that scrutiny, the examination of the former 
will be the foundation and must first be demostrated. So I should like now 
to provide another section for the demonstration. 
II 
In comparison between Death in Venice and Across the River and Into the 
Trees, any reader will presently realise that the heroes in both stories are 
alike. In ((Novels on Several Occasions)) (The Hudson Review Vol. III, 
No. 4, Winter 1951) Northrop Frye, indicating it, says: 'the theme of Across 
the River and Into the Trees is death in Venice, with Colonel Cantwell, a 
reduced brigadier and a "beat-up old bastard", as a military counterpart 
to Mann's beat up old novelist. ' Gustav von Aschenbach in Mann's story is 
a "beat-up old novelist " who, since his fiftieth birthday, has been known 
officially as von Aschenbach. Richard Cantwell, meanwhile, in Hemingway's 
production is a " beat-up old bastard." He is a professional soldier who is 
now fifty years of age and a ' Colonel of Infantry in the Army of the 
United States, reduced from being a general officer'. 
Although they are engaged in different professions, both heroes have 
succeeded considerably in their lines. As for Aschenbach, though • almost 
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as a schoolboy he had made a name for himself ' and ' within ten years he had 
learned to face the world through the medium of his writing-table', he is 
the author of that lucid and powerful prose epic ... ; the tenacious 
artist who, after long application, wove rich, varied strands of human 
destiny together under one single predominating theme in the 
fictional tapestry known as " Maya"; the creator of that stark tale 
which is called "The Wretch" and which pointed out for an entire 
oncoming generation the possiblity of some moral certainty beyond 
pure knowledge; finally, the writer (and this sums up briefly the 
works of his mature period) of the impassioned treatise of "Art 
and the Spirit", whose capacity for mustering facts, and, further, 
whose fluency in their presentation, led cautious judges to place 
this treatise alongside Schiller's conclusions of naive and sentimen-
tal poetry. 
He had succeeded so considerably, at forty he became a novelist who, 
'wearied by the vicissitudes and the exertion of his own work, ... had to 
manage a daily mail which bore the post-marks of countries in all parts of 
the world.' 
Although less successful than Aschenbach, it is also true that Cantwell 
has succeeded considerably in his line. What is regretful as regards this 
protagonist is that, unlike the case of Aschenbach, there are not sufficient, 
convincing passages of his success, deserving of quotation. As acknowledged 
by the critics, it is one of the peculiarities that the novelist does not 
describe much of his characters' antecedents in the novels. If it is necessary 
to cite a passage or two to prove his success, it will be the one which 
I already quoted above--that which begins with 'he was a Colonel of 
Infantry ... ' For it gives an information that he was once a general officer 
--the rank which may be considered as a highest in the Army, though 
it may not be equal to the seat of the President of the United States which 
Renata once asked him why he had not got, and it is the information that 
even now he is a colonel--still a high rank it is to take hold of. 
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In addition, there is another semblance between the stories. The 
heroes are both threatened by approaching death. As for Aschenbach, 
nevertheless, it does not seem that he had been quite healthy before he 
reached Venice. Although compelled by an impulse to travel, he already 
felt wearied and sick on board. 
Aschenbach laid his hand on his forehead and closed his eyes; they 
were hot, since he had had too little sleep. He felt as though 
everything were not quite the same as usual, as though some 
dream-like estrangement, some peculiar distortion of the world, were 
beginning to take possession of him, and perhaps this could be 
stopped if he hid his face for a time and then looked around him 
again. 
Still more, in Venice, his health was damaged decisively by the weather. 
' He felt depressed ... Once, years ago, ... this same weather had afflicted 
him, and impaired his health so seriously that he ·had to abandon Venice 
like a fugitive. ' But this time he did not leave the city. It is natural, 
therefore, that his health should have been impaired. It must be that he 
knew it by the experience. The longer he stayed on, the more beaten he 
would become and the more he would be threatened by death. 
But what made Aschenbach's death inevitable and certain was the plague 
prevalent in the city. Even when he had been healthy and vigorous, if the 
city was overwhelmed with the plague, Aschenbach would be afflicted with 
it and die. But the situation was that he was wearied and unhealthy. 
The possibility was even higher for him to be led to death. 
Besides, it can be counted as an important factor to drive him to death 
that he was an artist. Unless he was an artist, when he realised the un-
healthy weather, and specially when he discovered the plague prevailing 
over the city, he must have left the city, as he did so once before and as 
the city had not been quarantined yet. Because he was an artist, however, 
in spite of the knowledge that it would take him to annihilation, he could 
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not help preventing himself from being attracted to an object of beauty he 
had discovered in the city and even sacrificing his life.*) 
Likewise the protagonist in Across the River and Into the Trees is 
threatened by approaching death. In Ernest Hemingway: The Writer as 
Artist, Carlos Baker indicates this plainly. 'The Colonel is in an intense 
state of awareness, like the hero of Mann's story. One agent of intensifica-
tion is the near, consciously accepted, morally scorned, never ignorable 
approach of death.' Like Aschenbach, however, from intense state of 
awareness he suffered even before his departure from the command post at 
Trieste. Before the departure, he had to take enough mannitol hexanitrate 
and reduce high blood pressure. When he came to Venice, the " intense 
state of awareness " was made even more convincing by the sight of his old 
companions who, like himself, had lost vigour and become feeble. He met 
Andrea, one of his old friends. Andrea called out, '" My ancient and 
depraved Colonel " ' to which he answered with '" My wicked Andrea ... 
You look well"' and they embraced. But they knew that it was a lie, a 
sad lie--that both had grown old, feeble and were not so healthy. 
And yet Andrea even dared to continue: '" I must say I never felt better. 
You look extraordinarily well, yourself."' They acknowledged that death 
*) This is, so to speak, the destiny of artist. For his yearning after and 
admiration of beauty, often artist do not mind leading him to precipice, to 
destruction, to death; he can sacrifice his life for beauty. The vision 
Aschenbach was vouchsafed before his death represents the destiny of artist. 
' ... beauty, ... beauty alone is both divine and visible at once; and thus it is 
the road of the sensuous; it is ... the road of the artist to the spiritual. ... 
we poets cannot take the road of beauty without having Eros join us and 
set himself up as our leader. You ... see ... that we poets ... necessarily go 
astray, necessarily remain lascivious, and adventurers in emotion ... form and 
openness ... lead to intoxication and to desire ... lead to precipice ... They 
lead us poets there, ... since we cannot force ourselves, since we can merely 
let ourselves out. ' 
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had not spared many of their old companions, some of whom were younger 
than they were and that now it was their turn to be threatened by 
approaching death. In a deep embrace, consequently, even as the Colonel 
kissed his girl kind, hard and desperately so as to make him only think 
of her, he realised how she felt and how close life came to death when 
there was ecstacy. But why-really why in his mind had ecstacy to be 
alluded to death, though ecstacy or, more strictly, the ecstatic state can 
be assimilated with death, the black infinite bottomless nothingness ? I 
wonder, in other words, why the novelist who had employed the terms 
such as "nothing " and " nada " did not substitute those equivalents for 
"death". This may certainly be a silly question to make. But I am not 
to deny that in so writing, perhaps,· he attempted to suggest the Colonel's 
preoccupation with the " intense state of awareness " of approaching death. 
Now, the protagonist in Death i"n Venice did not mind sacrificing his life 
for beauty, because he was artist. It seemed as if, for this aging novlist, 
death had counted for little. If necessary, he would not be afraid of even 
committing himself to death. Although he did not regard death as little, 
the Colonel was not afraid similarly of death, not because he was a pro-
fessional soldier, but because he was a courageous one. With death, in 
addition, he had long been familiar. Towards the end of his course of life 
he could summarise his experience of death as follows: 
Death is a lot of shit ... It comes to you in small fragments that 
hardly show where it has entered. It comes, sometimes, atrociously. 
It can come from unboiled water; an un-pulled-up mosquito boot, or 
it can come with the great, white-hot, clanging roar we have lived 
with. It comes in small cracking whispers that precede the noise 
of the automatic weapon. It can come with the smoke-emiting arc 
of the sharp, cracking drop of the mortar. I have seen it come, 
loosening itself from the bomb rack, and falling with that strange 
curve. It comes in the metallic rending crash of a vehicle, or the 
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simple lack of traction on a slippery road. It comes in bed to most 
people, I know, like love's opposite number. I have lived with it 
nearly all my life and the dispending of it has been my trade. 
No sooner had he felt ecstacy in' his deep embrace with Renata than he 
could realise that it was 'what you might have had'. He was such a 
veteran warrior who had had more than ten concussions whose scars he 
bore all over the body as if his identification, that he could address to 
death with such an intimacy. 
In the next place, I should like to indicate that both heroes were ugly 
and that they were both well conscious of their ugliness. Aschenbach 
detested his aging body. The sight of his gray hair, his sharp 
features, plunged him into shame and hopelessness. · It induced him 
to attempt rejuvenating his body and appearance. He often visited 
the hotel barber ... In the glass he saw his brows arch more evenly 
and decisively. His eyes .became longer; their brilliance was 
heightened by a light touching-up of the lids. A little lower, where 
the skin had been a leatherish brown, he saw a delicate crimson 
tint grow beneath a deft application of color. His lips, bloodless a 
little while past, became full, and as red as raspberries. The furrows 
in the cheeks and about the mouth, the wrinkles of the eyes, 
disappeared beneath lotions and cream. With a knocking heart he 
beheld a blossoming youth. 
This rejuvenation points out that the artist was againg and simultaneously 
that he was well conscious of it. But it is not merely because of his 
consciousness of unpleasant appearance that he was inclined to rejuvenate 
himself. It seems to me that, above all, there was a motive: Aschenbach 
had been bewitched by a beautiful boy and he fell in love with him. As 
a lover, when he thought of his looking, he was "plunged into shame and 
hopelessness". For his rejuvenation, therefore, there were two obvious, 
but intermingling, reasons: namely, his awareness of the unpleasant look-
ing and his love for Tadzio that had caused within him shyness for the 
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aging appearance. 
Meanwhile, Colonel Cantwell in Across the River and Into the Trees was 
also ugly and knew that he was. Looking into the mirror, he says to him-
self thus: 
It looks as though it had been cut out of wood by an indifferent 
craftsman .... 
He looked at the different welts and ridges that had come before 
they had plastic surgery, and at the thin, only to be observed by 
the initiate, lines of the excellent plastic operations after head 
wounds. 
Well, that is what I have to offer as a gueule or fa<;ade, .... It is 
a damn poor offer. The only thing is that it is tanned, and that 
takes some of the curse off of it. But, Christ what an ugly man. 
Unlike Aschenbach, however, he did not attempt to freshen himself up. It 
was not because he was not in love with anybody. He had a beautiful 
sweetheart whom he loved a great deal. But, while Aschenbach, having not 
been certain of the response, had to make his utmost effort to give a good 
impression to his object of beauty and love, Cantwell had been in love with 
Renata and he had known that she, too, was in love with him by this time. 
Still more, Cantwell took it sufficiently into consideration that Renata had 
fallen in love with him with the wounded, aging ugly face and the deformed 
hand. As his derformed hand signified to Renata the symbol of Lord's 
Hand, his face might mean to her not only his identification and the revela-
tion of bravery, honour, warmth, etc. but also a sort of talisman against 
evil. 
In addition, unlike Aschenbach, Cantwell thought of his ugly face as 
"funny". Before shaving, he looked at himself in the mirror and thought 
to himself: 
It [the face] showed him at a slight angle. It's a deflection shot, .. , 
Boy, he said, you certainly are a beat-up, old looking bastard. Now 
you have to shave and look at that face while you do it. Then you 
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must get a hair-cut .... You're a Colonel of Infantry, boy. You can't 
go around looking like Joan of Arc or General (Brevetted) George 
Armstrong Custer .... I guess it is fun to be that way. 
That he thought it fun to show the ugly face is the representation with a 
sense of humorousness and placidity. There is neither agony nor shadiness. 
He showed the aging ugliness, rather, with proudness, arrogance and 
serenity. He said, accordingly, to himself, "Boy, you're a Colonel of 
Infantry"--a sort of catch-words that reminded him always of his con-
fidence and strictness. And as a colonel, he had to encourage the spirit of 
fortitude and manliness. Beca1 .. se of his love for a girl, he was not allowed 
to attempt rejuvenation. It was an effeminate idea and that, he was afraid, 
would corrupt the discipline of his men as well as of the whole army. He 
had to be an example, of his own accord, of a brave, honourable commander 
who maintained the military discipline with great strictness and severity. 
I wonder, howev'::r, that the Colonel had ever conceived the idea of 
rejuvenation. As he bore too many scars, might it not be that he had 
renunciated it? He knew that, to repair the deformity of his old, ugly, 
wounded face, he needed to suffer a plastic operation on a grand scale. 
Some reasons against rejuvenation as there might be, in short, he 
had no immediate reasons to be freshened up. And I think that Heming-
way succeeds in this change. Unless Across the River and Into the Trees 
is compared with Death in Venice, one may not ponder over why the 
Colonel did not attempt to freshen himself up. 
Now, presupposed or not, the heroes die in Venice and according to their 
volitions. Aschenbach died, because he did not leave the city, despite the 
knowledge that, if not, he would die. Although it had not been scheduled, 
his death in Venice was committed by his own choice. Colonel Cantwell, 
on the other hand, scheduled it very precisely. Death in the car is indeed 
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not ordinary. But it was presupposed and he was so satisfied with it that 
he could die so peacefully. His death was also committed by his volition. 
But those deaths tell us eloquently that their courses of life were both 
extraordinary (both Aschenbach and Cantwell did not die in bed and died 
in the strange land) and that they were in themselves alike -- that they 
had been the warriors. As a professional soldier, there may be no wonder 
that Cantwell should have been a warrior. The Colonel had fought for his 
last thirty years since, as he reflected, he defended Venice from the 
Austrians as a young lieutenant. And he had acquired through those years 
such a discipline as he once told a bar-tender: '" Better to die on our feet 
than to live on our knees. " ' But what communicates his hardships most 
of all will be the sympathy and love prejudiced by his agonising expe-
riences. Half doubting, he thinks somewhat synically to himself why he 
only felt true tenderness and love for those who had been there [in 
the front] and had received the castigation that everyone receives 
who goes there long enough. 
So I'm a sucker for crips, he thought ... any son of a bitch who has 
been hit solidly, as every man will be if he stays, then I love him. 
Aschenbach, though he was not a soldier, meanwhile, had also undergone 
such a torturing as well as agonising course, to create the better works of 
art and always win applause. The course of a writer, if he wishes to 
remain always in the first rank, may be even severe and agonising. Aschen-
bach puts it as follows: 
He too had been a soldier and a warrior ... --for art was a war, 
destructive battle ... [His was] a life of self-conquest and of in-spite-
ofs, a rigid, sober, and unyielding life which he had formed into the 
symbol of a delicate and timely heroism. 
Since • almost as a schoolboy he had made a name for himself, ' he had 
committed himself thus to the "destructive battle". Although a writer, 
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Aschenbach is an old beat-up warrior as well. 
Above, I have made an inquiry into the points of semblance between the 
heroes. I am hereafter going to scrutinise those points of semblance that 
do not pertain to the heroes, but lie between the stories. One of those most 
outstanding points will be the setting. It is that both stories develop in 
a great measure in the city of Venice where the heroes "re-visit". On one 
afternoon in the beginning of May, when he went out for a constitutional 
and met a stranger, Aschenbach was suddenly seized by a strong desire for 
travel. The desire was unexpectedly intense. It was more than a mere 
desire, but 'attached him violently, and was heightened to a passion, even 
to the point of an hallucination. ' He had been too diligent for his work 
and got wearied; he was urged now to get out of it. It was, as it were, 
"the urge to escape", the urge long nourished . in his mind, that was 
awakened suddenly and took form at last. Collectively, it was 
the yearning for the new and the remote, [the] appetite for freedom, 
for unburdening, for forgetfulness; it was a pressure away from his 
work, from the steady drudgery of a coldly passionate service. 
At first, accordingiy, it was not strictly Venice that he wanted to travel 
to. If it is allowed to be driven to extremity, any place could be the 
destination of his travelling, if it only satisfied his desire. 'What he was 
hunting was something foreign and unrelated to himself which would at 
the same time be quickly within reach.' After having arranged various 
matters for his work, he got started, started, therefore, to an island ' in the 
Adriatic which had become well known in recent years .... But rain and 
heavy atmosphere, a provincial and exclusively Austrian patronage at 
the hotel, and the lack of that restfully intimate association with the sea 
which can be gotten only by a soft, sandy beach, irritated him, and prevent-
ed him from feeling that he had found the place he was looking for. ' No 
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sooner had he realised this than ' he studied sailing dates, he looked about 
him questioningly, and of a sudden, as a thing both astonishing and self-
evident, his goal was before him.' It was Venice. (And this happens at the 
beginning of Part III; the rest of nearly five-sixths of the story develops 
in Venice.) 
On the contrary, in Across the River and Into the Trees, there seems to 
be no such descripitiod as the intense desire for travel or escape. It means 
that, unlike the case of Aschenbach, cantwell's visit was not the escape to 
Venice. (Here, in the intention of the heroes, one will find an essential 
difference between the stories.) But it is all the same as in Death in 
Venice that nearly a whole story develops in Venice. Only the difference 
will be that Cantwell was a soldier and a colonel, for whom imperturbability, 
deliberation, precision, etc. were always the requisite demands as the 
commander and that when he was to pay the visit to Venice, he had contem-
plated on and made up the very precise schedule for it according to his 
habit. His taking of enough mannitol hexanitrate, for instance, will suffice 
to prove his deliberate programme. 
The next examination in which I am going to be engaged will be to 
explore that both objects of the heroes' love are beautiful. Aschenbach met 
the boy Tadzio in the lobby of the hotel on the day of his arrival. When 
he came down a little early for the meal, among a great many hotel guests 
assembled there, he noticed a group of children gathered around a little 
wicker table, under the protection of a teacher or governess. With 
astonishment Aschenbach noted that one of them, a boy about fourteen 
years old, was absolutely beautiful. 
His face, pale and reserved, framed with honey-colored hair, the 
straight sloping nose, the lovely mouth, the expression of sweet and 
godlike seriousness, recalled Greek sculpture of the noblest periods; 
and the complete purity of the form was accompanied by such a 
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rare personal charm that, as he watched, he felt that he had never 
met with anything equally felicitous in nature or the plastic arts. 
Ever since this first meeting with the boy, he had been fascinated by his 
beauty. With a secret expectancy thereafter he had come to wait for the 
boy. Yet the artist seemed to have been gone on the child already at the 
first glance, and he came to watch with favour his speech and conduct. 
To take an illustration, observing the boy come into the dining-room, he 
praised his charm openly thus: 
He came through the glass door and crossed the room in silence to 
his sisters' table. His approach--the way he held the upper part 
of his body, and bent his knees, the movement of his white-shod 
feet--had an extraordinary charm; he walked very lightly, at once 
timid and proud, and this became still more lovely through the 
childish embarrassment with which, twice as he procceeded, he 
turned his face towards the center of the room, raising and lowering 
his eyes. Smiling, with something half muttered in his soft vague 
tongue, he took his place; and now, as he turned his full profile to 
the observer, Aschenbach was again astonished, terrified even, by the 
really godlike beauty of this human child .... the flowering head was 
poised with an incomparable seductiveness--the head of an Eros( 
in blended yellows of Parian marble, with fine serious brows, the 
temples and ears covered softly by the abrupt encroachment of his 
curls. 
The more the days elapsed, the more he was bewitched by the boy. 
Gradually, they had nourished between them a certain kind of familiarity 
that was never spoken out but evidently existed. But above all, those days 
in Tadzio's presence made him happy and it made him uneasy and embarrass-
ed, at last, that he could not be with the child. One evening when the 
Polish children and their governess were missing at dinner, Aschenbach 
was seized with anxiety, anguish and even panic. He was afraid to learn 
that the Polish family might have left the city in the afternoon while they 
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were taken off his guard. But he found the boy in the light of the arc-
lamp at the foot of the terrance. He noticed, once again, the beauty of 
the boy with a new astonishment and admiration. His skin ' even seemed 
paler today than usual, whether from the coolness or from the blanching 
moonlight of the lamps. His regular eyebrows showed up more sharply, 
the darkness of his eyes were deeper. It is hard to say how beautiful he 
was; and Aschenbach was distressed, as he had often been before, by the 
thought that words can only evaluate sensuous beauty but not re-give it.' 
Then noticing him, 'Tadzio smiled, smiled to him, eloquently, charmingly, 
without concealment; and during the smile his lips slowly opened. It was 
the smile of Narcissus bent over the reflecting water, that deep, fascinated, 
magnetic smile with which he stretched out his arms to the image of his 
own beauty--a smile distorted even so little, distorted at the hopelessness 
of his efforts to kiss the pure lips of the shadow.' Greeted with such a smile, 
Aschenbach realised that he was no longer merely admiring and bewitched 
by the beauty of the boy. He felt affectionate for him. 
Meanwhile, Renata was no less charming. Though it seems that she is 
not so beautiful as Tadzio, it does not mean that she is not beautiful. In 
fact, she was so beautiful, the Colonel could not help saying to her in his 
room of the Gritti Palace Hotel: '" I love you very much the way you are 
.... And you are the most beautiful woman I have ever known, or seen, 
even in paintings by good painters. " ' Although this is indeed a loving 
talk and there is no fool in the world who accepts it seriously and truly, 
yet this talk does not deny Renata's beauty in the sense that, if she were 
ugly, even such a talk would sound quite vain. At any rate, she was beautiful 
as one of the " beautiful heroines " of Hemingway that the critics indicate 
as one of the characteristics of the novelist. To our regret, nevertheless, 
as John Atkins asserts in The Art of Ernest Hemingway, 'Hemingway's 
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normal method of describing an emotion (in this case, felt beauty) is to 
describe the physical reaction of the beholder ' and ' his more familiar 
method [is] surrendering to the difficulty of description and falling back 
on the cliche of the business man'. As a consequence, there are not many 
passages that demonstrate her beauty and that are pertinent for quotation 
in the book. It must needs follow that the most critics are apt to cite the 
same passages, irrespective of their choice. The following is the familiar 
one, but it will prove her beauty. Renata was 
shining in her youth and tall striding beauty [with] the carelessness 
the wind had made of her hair. She had pale, almost olive colored 
skin, a profile that could break your, or any one else's heart, and 
her dark hair, of an olive texture, hung down over her shoulder. 
In these passages, however, some features of her charm seem still to be 
lacking. I should like, therefore, to add them, here, getting the frag-
mentary descriptions together. The feature that must be supplemented first 
of all will be that Renata had the beautiful eyes 'with the longest honest 
lashes'. According to the Colonel, the eyes are the most beautiful things 
she has. But moreover she could sleep in a lovely manner. 
She slept in a different way than his career girl slept .... she [the 
career girl] did not sleep pretty, .... Not like this_girl who slept as 
though she were awake and alive.*) 
In addition, there is the portrait that proves her beauty. As regards the 
portrait, however, the opinions of the Colonel and Renata are different. 
According to the Colonel, 
*) I am afraid, some of you may argue that Renata's manner of sleeping was 
lovely and though it may leave the impression of prettiness, the term 
"beauty" cannot be applied to that manner. As ascertained by John Dewey 
in Art as Experience, however, beauty can 'indicate the marked presence of 
relations of fitness and reciprocal adaptation ... whether it be object, situa-
tion, or deed.' The term "beauty" can, therefore, be employed also for her 
pretty manner of sleeping. 
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it was a beautiful portrait; neither cold, nor snobbish, nor stylised, 
nor modern. It was the way you would want your girl painted if 
Tintoretto were still around and, if he were not arounnd, you settled 
for Velasquez. It was not the way either of them painted. It was 
simply a splendid portrait painted, as they sometimes are, in our 
time. 
Upon presenation, nevertheless, she troubled herself to explain it as follows: 
It is very romantic. My hair is twice as long as it has ever been 
and I look as though I were rising from the sea without the head 
wet. Actually, you rise from the sea with the hair very flat and 
coming to points at the end. It is almost the look of a very nearly 
dead rat. But Daddy paid him adequately for the portrait, and, while 
it is not truly me, it is the way you like to think of me. 
Although the portrait is not truly Renata and both Cantwell and the girl 
acknowledge the fact, yet the difference of their opinions does not repudiate 
to prove that she is beautiful. For if one attaches too much to the conten-
tion of the modification, there is undoubtedly another kind of modification 
concerning with Tadzio's beauty. When his admiration was heightened in 
extreme, Aschenbach even thought Tadzio as the beau~iful beyond expression, 
'the beautiful itself, form as the thought of God, the one perfection which 
lives in the mind, and which, in this symbol and likeness, had been placed 
.... quietly and simply as an object of devotion. ' This may be a beautification 
on the part of Aschenbach, the beautification that occurs frequently to the 
lover, that which made Aschenbach regard the boy as more beautiful than 
he actually was. It can be concluded, therefore, that Rena~a was a 
beautiful girl and Tadzio a beautiful boy. And as their beauty makes 
contrast with the ugliness of the aging heroes, so do both objects of their 
love in their teens make another contrast with the aging heroes. 
A boy and a girl as they might be, in addition, Tadzio and Renata won 
the heroes' love. Although_ Aschenbach's love was one-sided (the boy's 
response to his love was uncertain) and he knew that it was sodomitical 
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to love Tadzio,*) yet the artist loved the child. When greeted with the 
smile, he was unable to hold his passion in check any longer and blurted 
it out. It was the smile which ' was coquettish, inquisitive, and slightly 
tortured, the smile, 'strangely indignant and tender admonitions wrung 
themselves out of him; and he uttered the fixed formula of desire--
impossible in this case, absurd, abject, ridiculous, and yet holy, even in 
this case venerable: "I love you! "' With the encouragement of Tadzio's 
greeting of smile, his passion burst into flame. 
As indicated by Carlos Baker in Ernest Hemingway: The Writer as Artist, 
meanwhile, there is an undeniable man-woman relationship between Cantwell 
and Renata. In the novel, besides, one can read many love scenes, some 
of which seem even obscenely ardent. But one must remember that 
Hemingway has described both males and females who establish the liaison 
without love. The sex-obsessed, intoxicated lost-generation in The Sun Also 
Rises (Fiesta) is the good example. Yet both Cantwell and Renata are 
really in love. The Colonel loves her so much, he calls her "my only, true 
and last love." Under the warm blanket in the gondola, holding her tight 
and close, he thinks that 'it is only what man does for woman'. · As it was, 
however, the more he thinks so, the more positively he must acknowledge 
the deeper affirmation of his love. It is the majority opinion with which 
I agree myself that the Colonel loves Renata, so does she love him. 
*) When he first met the boy in the lobby of the hotel, it was not certain that 
the artist fell in love. He might fall in love then, but he was perhaps not 
conscious of it. Personally, however, I think it because it was the boy, not 
the girl, he found was beautiful, that he could not fall in love then. Some-
thing--moral conscience, if one wishes to call it--something of that kind 
prevented him from falling in love, from feeling affectionate for him, until 
he was compelled to assure himself that the boy was rarely beautiful and 
that he loved the child secretly. And when his love could not in time be 
restrained any more, he met the boy who smiled to him. 
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Thus, I have mentioned above the most outstanding points of similarity 
between the stories. Yet we are convinced, especially through the examina-
tion, that though Death in Venice and Across the River and Into the Trees 
have much in common, they are essentially the works with different 
meanings and different tones. But it is also a fact that there is a close 
relationship between Death in Venice and Across the River and Into the 
Trees. Of course, I do not mean to assert haughtily that Across the River 
and Into the Trees is a travesty, however good Hemingway may be at 
parodying. Although depreciated a great deal, the French critics maintain 
(see Thelma Smith & Ward Miner, Transatlantic Migration: The 
Contemporary American Novel in France for details) that the novel is more 
serious or ambitious. As a matter of fact, it has too much in common with 
Death in Venice to infer decisively that it has nothing to do with Mann's 
story. Yet the relationship between stories is, not infrequently, extremely 
delicate. According to one's subjective point of view, the resemblance can 
be regarded as intentional or innocent. The comparative examination alone 
cannot perhaps afford to determine the matter. Preparing another section, I 
am bound to reveal more clearly my own point of view. 
III 
In Ernest Hemingway: The Writer as Artist Carlos Baker asserts that 
'Hemingway's version of "death in Venice" could not have been more 
completely the opposite of Mann's in tone and manner if he had set himself 
at every turn to contradict the older story.' This implies that, in order to 
make the contradiction, Hemingway troubled himself to make Across the 
River and Into the Trees different from Death in Venice. In other words, 
Carlos Baker offers his opinion on the basis that Hemingway has not only 
a thorough knowledge of but a constant reference to Death in Venice. 
63 
When one takes his basis pertinent and, in the next place, can elucidate 
Hemingway's contradiction, he will be able to prove, together with the above 
examined points of resemblance, that the relationship between Death in 
Venice and Across the River and Into the Trees is conscious--that the 
former exerts an influence on the latter. 
One of such points of contradiction is Hemingway's replacement of Tadzio 
with Renata. She contradicts the homosexual love in Mann's story to the 
normal love affair in Across the River and Into the Trees. Hemingway is 
afraid, nevertheless, that this rendering would produce the striking difference 
of Across the River and Into the Trees from Death in Venice. The writer 
made immediately his utmost effort to assimilate Renata with Tadzio in 
every feature other than the sex. Like the child, consequently, Hemingway 
makes Renata beautiful. And Hemingway makes her be nineteen years old, 
a teen-ager like Tadzio, though it makes the love affair in Across the River 
and Into the Trees somehow odd. (Though akin to Aschenbach's love, the 
love affair between the man of fifty and the nineteen year old girl is 
strange in the general sense.) 
But Hemingway made one more difference in his treatment of this love 
affair. That is, he made the girl love the protagonist, perhaps as much 
as he did. It becomes the difference between the stories that Cantwell is 
given fully Renata's tender affection. Nevertheless, Hemingway does not 
forget to assimilate his novel with Mann's story as much as he can. He 
has heed to Aschenbach's one-sided devotion. Instead of the one-sided love, 
Hemingway leaves Cantwell's proposal of marriage forever unaccepted. 
Although there are some pertinent reasons in Renata's rejection, this might 
well be considered as an assimilation which Hemingway made in reference 
to Aschenbach's fruitless love. Certainly, Catherine's case in A Farewell 
to Arms is also a rejection. For Catherine, however, the reason is far 
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more fatal, intensive and plain. To get married means, for her, to be sent 
back instantly and be forced to part with the lover. Renata has no such 
fatal reasons for rejection. Yet she does not accept Cantwell's proposal, 
despite she is married, if not legally, practically to him: 
The next point is concerned with the portrait of Renata. Although they 
find some other important meaning in it, the conception of the portrait is 
peculiar to Across the River and Into the Trees; Thomas Mann does not 
deal with it in his story. Hence, the treatment of the portrait can be re-
garded as a difference. In Death in Venice Tadzio made · it a rule to go 
out to the beach and play about before the artist. Aschenbach admired the 
child in his bathing suit and was captivated by that beautiful, naked form. 
In Across the River and Into the Trees, on the other hand, there is no such 
possible scenes in which Hemingway can show Renata in the bathing 
costume, because the story develops in the main in winter. Although he 
represents the tournure of Renata's figure in the black sweater, apparently 
the representation does not stand satisfactory nor equal even to his best 
such as that of Brett in The Sun Also Rises (Fiesta). In the end, he 
conceives Renata's representation in the portrait. (Recall to mind Renata's 
explanation about the portrait: 'I look as though I were rising from the sea ... ') 
In it he can depict her, in spite of the season and in whichever way he may 
like to describe her. It can daringly be inferred therefore that Hemingway 
employs the portrait to depict the Contessa freely. The writer keeps it in 
mind to assimilate Renata with the child as much as he can. As any careful 
reader may get aware of it, the boy in the bathing suit on the beach is not 
wet. In Across the River and Into the Trees, consequently, Hemingway 
moistens Renata, but she is not soaked. When she presents the portrait, 
she points it out clearly to the Colonel. (' ... I were rising from the sea 
without the head wet .. .') 
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Between .the stories there is another point to be discus.sed. Despite the 
same :setting of location with which the stories are provided, the weather 
in Death in Venice and Across the Ri.ver and Into the Trees is quite opposite. 
Aschenbach visits the city in summer. He is hence tortured by the damp, 
depressing weather peculiar to that city in the season and dies of the plague 
which is likely to prevail in the hot, wet season. If he visited the city in 
winter like the Colonel, th~ situation would be quite different. The air might 
be cold, but neither damp nor depressing. Although he might catch a cold, 
he would not die of the plague. On account of the cold, keen season, in 
addition, he would not fall in love with Tadzio. The season, thus, presents 
the basic tone of difference between the stories. 
On the contrary, Cantwell vi.sits the city in winter. Though the streets 
of Venice along which the cold blast of wind sweeps are more pertinent for 
soldier, they make good contrast with the same city described in Death in 
Venice. Besides, it makes difference that, unlike the artist who reaches 
the city by sea, the Colonel a:\'proaches Venice by land, though it fits the 
.season more. If Cantwell visited the city also by sea in spite of the season, 
Hemingway's contradiction would be confined, I am afraid, solely to the 
difference of the season and the weather. As it was, as the Colonel 
approaches toward the city by land, the panorama of various sceneries on 
his way reminds him of the things past--of the memories and excitement 
of t~e days he has fought for the city and this represents close and long 
association of the protagonist with the city that is unable to be observed 
in Death in Venice. His approach by land is more than the opposite to 
Aschenbach's. The warmth inside the Gritti Palace Hotel, the welcoming door 
of the Harry's bar and even the warm interior of the gondola maintain it 
and give him the domestic, peaceful mood. In Ernest Hemingway: The 
Writer as Artist Carlos Baker remarks: 'Venice for the Colonel is a city 
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of happy spells. His weekly visits, on, leave from. his command post at 
Trieste, have always a force like a magical incantation. ' The warm bliss in 
which the Colonel is wrapped in hls relation, to the city, may be what is 
called the "home- feeling" .. And Hemingway's choice of winter in contradic-
tion to Mann's summer helps describe emphatically this warmth of "home" 
against the cold outdoors as well as Cantwell's intimate relationship with 
the city unlike Aschenbach's• temporary connexion. 
In this section of the essay I have· concentrated myself,. with the reason:s 
above mentioned,. mainly on examination of Hemingway's contradiction. 
But the next point is not of the contradiction, but of the similarity.. Both 
Aschenbach and Cantwell break travel on their way to the city.. In: the· 
case of Aschenbach, it may not be impossible to understand that he stopped 
at an island in the Adriatic, befor.e he reached· the city. Although he does 
not stop at an island, an the other hand, it surprises one· somehow to find 
that Cantwell. also breaks travel, and that makes him convinced of Heming-
way's amasing reference to Mann's story. Cantwell: stops at the spot where 
he was so fatally wounded. nearly three decades- ago. as enough ta lose the 
confidence in his• personal immortality. But when he prepared. for his last 
week-end visit, why did Cantwell, trouhle himself ta manage· his. programme 
to stop at the spot? It is certain that, for the purpose of building up 
the monument, Cantwell stopped at the spot. But it seems, ta me; not 
necessarily an his w.ay to Venice that he had to stop at the spot. Could 
he. not perhaps stop there an his way back ta the command post, if the-
main purpose, as he says, was ta build up the monument to demonstrate 
his toughness ? To prove that he. was a tough man, the "man who made 
his play and then backed it up", was it. not more effctive to stop.at.the spot 
after having achieved everything successfully that he scheduled to do under 
the threat of approaching death ? It is true that in the novel he died 
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shortly after he left the city. Yet if, contrary to Aschenbach, he made up 
the precise schedule for this visit, did his stopping on his way mean, then, 
that he could predict his death so definitely? Was he a Prophet with the 
deformed hand as the symbol of Lord's Hand and with the scars of wounds 
as his identification? Colonel Cantwell may be so. If he is, however, he 
is a prophet who cannot really predict the future, the one who, having 
experienced the fatal wounds repeatedly, has such a minute and fairy 
precise knowledge of the condition concerning his own body and may 
foresee, a couple of days in advance, the ominous shade of death which 
will strike him. It means but that he can perceive approaching death sooner 
and, perhaps, more exactly than the ordinary. 
Hence, I take this resemblance of breaking travel as one of the instances 
that witnesses Hemingway's assimilation to Death in Venice. And not the 
little of such kinds of assimilation are made, here and there, in Across the 
River and Into the Trees, along with the contradictions. Many of those 
evidences of relationship are an unobtrusive foundation for the possible in-
fluence of the former on the latter. Although the former is, as repeatedly 
asserted, different from the latter, as two literary works of art must be 
different, the difference should not be so noteworthy. What must be noticed 
above all between Death in Venice and Across the River and Into the Trees 
will be that they have so much in common and that some points of difference 
and, perhaps, even of resemblance result from the venturing artificiality 
on the part of Hemingway. This is unusual in the relationship between 
any two optional literary works of art. Original as it may still be, as many 
critics believe, Across the River and Into the Trees can thus be considered 
as a " parallel story " to Death in Venice. 
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IV 
I am afraid that some scholars of comparative literature will controvert 
that such a study as this is not of comparative literature, even though it 
deals with the comparison of international literary works of art. In 
«Avant-Propos» to Marius-Fran~ois Guyard's La Litterature Comparee Jean-
Marie Carre defines comparative literature thus: 'La litterature comparee 
est une branche de l'histoire litteraire: elle est l'etude des relations spirituelles 
internationales, des rapports de f ait qui ont existe entre Byron et Pouchkine, 
Grethe et Carlyle, Walter Scott et Vigny, entre les revres, les inspirations, 
voire les vies d' ecrivains appartenant a plusieurs litteratures. (Comparative 
literature is a branch of literary history: it is the study of international 
spiritual relations, of the factual connexions that existed between Byron 
and Pushkin, Goethe and Carlyle, Walter Scott and Vigny, between the 
works, the inspirations and besides the lives of writers belonging to 
various literatures.)' On the other hand, Austin Warren and Rene 
Wellk seem to have the vaguer but more flexible notion for the defini-
tion of comparative literature. In Theory of Literature they assert that 
comparative literature may be divided into three subdivisions. Namely, it 
is, firstly, • the study of oral literature, especially of folk-tale themes and 
their migration', secondly, 'the study of relationships between two or more 
literatures', and finally, • the study of literature in its totality, [identified] 
with "world literature", with "general" or "universal" literature'. On this 
ground, the present essay will be classed with comparative literature of 
the second nature, if only ventured a little, and can be admitted, further, 
of being a study of comparative literature. 
It does not matter much, at least with me, however, whether this is 
genuinely a study of comparative literature or . not. . If not a study of 
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comparative literature, this is a comparative study. And my primary inten-
tion in this essay is to demonstrate that Across the River and Into the 
Trees is related to and may perhaps. be influenced by Death in Venice. 
Although I am afraid it is quite unnecessary for the students of Ernest 
Hemingway, in concluding this essay, I should like to mention briefly the 
source of the title; for I have met, sometimes in actuality, with the inquir-
ing eyes when I talked about it with my friends or showed the proof. to 
them. As already recognised, it is not derived from any of the titles of 
Ernest Hemingway's work; he has not written any story with the title of 
Death in Venice. As indicated by Northrop Frye in «Novels on Several 
Occasions)), however, 'the theme of Across the. River and Into the Trees is 
death in Venice, with Colonel Cantwell .... as a military counterpart to 
Mann's beat up old novelist. ' To such a comparative study as I have under-
gone above, accordingly, I thought it best to give the very little. On this 
occasion, in addition, I also wish to have a regard for the forerunning studies 
by such critics as Carlos Baker and Northrop Frye and admit that without 
them I am afraid this essay could not have been completed. The title of 
"Ernest Hemingway's Death in Venice", thus,. reveals the variety of my 
personal thoughts, while it functions as the title. 
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